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Hollow 
Author's Notes: 


Not sure if this is what you had in mind, but | find outwardly confident Jerry an interesting character, while 
inwardly he was insecure and uncomfortable and maybe slightly suffering from anxiety/depression, covering it 


up with drug use/sex/etc. Sorry this one is kind of a downer but the fic did what it did. 


Title from the Alice in Chains song of the same name. 


| still cant figure out what it is | find so intriguing. Maybe its the way he moves onstage, that careless way of 
his that manages to combine both swagger and a bit of nerdy white boy dancing. Maybe its his long hair, 
sometimes in a scrunchy, pulled half up to where you'd think he was a chick from far away. Maybe it's his 
intellect. The way he carries himself, knowing that he's one of the smartest men in music. Whatever it is, it 
had hold of me from the first time | saw him play with Green River way back when. At the time, none of us 
knew what was coming within the next several years. How could we? Maybe if Andy had known, he wouldn't 


have taken that fatal shot. Mother Love Bone would have been the "face" of our scene. Eddie Vedder would 


have remained a gas station clerk in San Diego. 


But things happen as they are meant to, and watching Mookie Blaylock that first night when they opened for 
us, it was clear that this was something special, something that the world needed to hear and to see. And 
Stone, he was at the center of the whole thing. 


Stone. Even the name conveys a sense of stoicism, calm, rock solid center. And that's what this man was. He 
was at the center of the scene, having played in the most important bands of the scene. Every setback was a 
step closer for him to go further. He mesmerized me, even as | bedded beautiful and not so beautiful men and 
women and did whatever | wanted. | was living the "rock n roll lifestyle," taking advantage of the groupies 
throwing themselves at me, consuming whatever drugs came my way. | suppose that's a consequence of being 
young and thinking yourself impervious to anything that could hurt you. | mean, sure, we lost Andy, but it 


wasn't like | was doing heroin. Look, | was living it up as a rock star in my early 20s. 


Stone, on the other hand, never did much more than smoke a bit too much weed. | admired his sobriety and 
his ability to say no. l'd never possessed that particular gene. | wanted to sleep with as many people as | could 


and experiment with as many chemicals as my body could handle. No overdoses, just enough to have fun and 


party. 


If | were being truthful with myself, however, a lot of my sex, drugs, and rock n roll lifestyle was to prove 
my manhood and squash my painful secrets. Okay, fine. | like Stone. | mean, | REALLY like Stone. | think about 
him as l'm on top of whatever blonde big titted metal chick of the moment. | like to squint my eyes and 
pretend that she is Stone, just with DD's. Thankfully (that | know of) | haven't accidentally called out his name 
in bed with anyone else. But that's it, though. | don't want to know anyone's name, and | forget them as soon as 


I've come and they leave my bed. No accidental wrong names called, everyone is happy. 


But am | happy? Maybe I'll call him. He gave me his number the night of the Mookie show. Told me we should 
get together for drinks, maybe jam. That was a few months ago. He's too good for me. | don't want to be 
rejected, No, I'll just be content with my fantasies. At least | don't face rejection when I'm with myself. 


